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We now betook ourselves to the other two Vimy$
which were a little lower down the slope and sat under
the planes and ate some wet bully and biscuit, our first
meal that day, Goodwin was looking wretchedly ill,
white, and his teeth were chattering. It is difficult
when one is at home to picture how absolutely pitiless
the desert looks under circumstances like this, the
grey circular horizon roofed far and wide by low cloud,
and the rain pouring down without relief. The humans
are merely pigmies, unutterably insignificant in a waste
of rain-swept dreariness. The rain almost stifles thought
and feeling. One hardly knows whether t,o crouch
sodden and shivering beneath the planes and freeze, or
to get out and tramp up and down in the rain and get
more wet, Goodwin was squatting down under the
planes and, as the beads of rain trembled on his eye-
lashes, he looked out over the plain towards Ramadi
85 miles or so eastwards and said, "It would only need
an earthquake to finish thisl" And indeed it felt so.
Then we went back to Glover's Vimy to see what could
be done about it.

Meanwhile the wind was backing round to the north,
and blew bitterly cold. The rain had not penetrated
much above my knees, which was a mercy: but my
leather coat was sodden, and the wind made one's
bones rattle like a highwayman hung up on a gibbet.
As a matter of fact the thing that absolutely saved us
was the fact of having to work so hard during the rain.
If the rain went on the next night, I could not bear to
think of what we should do. One had the sort of feeling
of standing on the edge of a blank void and being
forced to go on* The ground was a running stream
and too wet to lie down on. It was too cold to squat